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room. There was a touch of hoarseness in his voice as
he asked the question that hammered in every brain.
" And the Reichswehr, Herr General, will they stick
to the Reich or go over to Bavaria ? " Seeckt looked
at the speaker; a blue glint flashed into his eyes and
was as quickly gone. " The Reichswehr will stick to
me, Herr President." It was a ringing voice of
command that clove the stillness, while his legs
remained carelessly crossed in front of him and not a
movement stirred the impassive form that leaned back
in the chair. A vast sigh of relief followed that sharp
utterance before the sound of it had passed into silence.
The unity of the German Reich rested on those slim
shoulders. But those sibylline words aroused a feeling
of security that relieved them from their worst
apprehensions.

When the session of the Cabinet was at an end, the
fate of the German Reich lay in the hands of General
von Seeckt. He had received plenary powers;
Comrade Ebert, son of the Revolution, first President
under the new regime, had entrusted unlimited
authority to this mysterious and impenetrable repre-
sentative of the military principle. An hour of bitter
need gave Germany a military dictator. Behind Hans
von Seeckt's rigid sphinx-like brow lay the future of
the Republic.

The man who was to keep a whole world on the
alert for many months, who swayed the destinies of the
German people for weal or woe, was in reality more
naturally suited than his colleagues for the part of
dictator on the European stage.

The victor of Gorlice, the man who was reputed to
have won Mackensen's great victories in the East, was